




As the planclouched down in Dallas it was like the end of a long rugby match 

when you have beaten the other side in the first ten minutes. The very inex­

perienced are very joyful. They have proven what they set out at the start. 

The more seasonal players have sweated, pushed and supported. They have shown 

others good examples and refined newly learned and shaped old skills. This 

feeling ca�to me many times as the captain of my club in Minnesota. Again, 

the landing in Dallas was the end, everything had worked correctly even though 

most of it was not planned only dreamed about as egos will dream. When I re­

turned from Viet Nam, I had much the same feeling. The experience was a per­

sonal growth. I was not tired because I can sleep anywhere and do wheNthe 

level of need is such that effort is not required or I don't want to contribute. 

- The flight from England was like a tour guide. I had a million questions of

what had happened but I knew full well that the answers would not be given

completely. I am sure the other people on the flight thought we were a strange

group. The flight attendants were very curious and did everything they could

to make the flight very enjoyable.

I was awaken at 5:30 a.m. that morning and, as always, showered and shaved.

When we were in Iran, there was not an opportunity to bathe each day. The

water was cold and so was the room temperature. I really enjoy being clean.

In Viet Nam it was weeks before you could get a shower.

I slept about an hour after leaving England. Most everyone slept at various

times. I really don't recall being tired.

There was a lot of food on the flight we were in first class. I looked forward

to eating on the flight. Several times before I had returned to the United

States in the first class section. Everything was very comfortable on this

flight as well as the other. The food was not as tasty nor as well served.

The previous flights were with German and British Airlines. C1ass in America

is not as well defined. Our society is very classless even there are the rich

and poor.



The clothes I was wearing were a variety of different peoples clothes. Nothing 

I had on belonged to me. In Tehran before the groups broke up, various swaps 

took place. The shoes were Bill Goden's. They were size 9 casual walking shoes. 

I wear size 8. The socks were Jay's very heavy wool boot socks. The pants were 

Jay's also. A light brown corduroy. They were a little large in the waste a 

very long. The shirt was, who knows, who's shirt it was but it was large and 

warm. The jacket I wore did belong, in a sense, to me. It was bought in Dallas 

and given to me. The only thing that really belonged to me was my underwear. 

But when we left Iran they were noif-clean to wear. Clean underwear is essential. 

So as I did in Viet Nam and for years after; I wore non. Clean clothes is a must.

I gave my boots to Bill Gaylord and I have no earthly idea of who got what else. 

- What I wanted to do the most after getting to Dallas was to get my own clothes,

getting a haircut, watching the news on television, talking on the telephone to

some of my friends and family.

I first saw Susan in a bus at the Dallas airport. It was nice to see her. I

was very disappointed not to see Kelly and Lisa. It was important to Susan that

they did not come with her to Dallas. They were living with her mother ever since

we returned from Iran in late December. As I remember things as I greeted Susan,

I wondered where the children were, what was going through her mind and just ex­

actly did she know about the previous events. I'm not sure returning to Dallas

was a moment of great happiness. My happiness came when I saw everyone in Germany.

I had many pressing thoughts so my memory is not very clear and time has passed.

- The Concorde Room is a blur to me. There was a lot of talk about·'glad to be back:
1

Everyone was very joyful and very interested in knowing what was going on over

in Iran. I think it was a bit overdone but it felt good to have the recognition

and attention. I am not sure what I really did but a lot of people thought it

was very terrific!



That evening it was somewhat like stepping off a wild horse. Many things had 

happneed in the last twenty-four hours. We were driven to the Hilton on Central 

Expressway. I was very disappointed that I could not get any different clothes, 

which prevented us from doing anything that evening except sit and talk. I 

called the girls as soon as I could after getting to the hotel. 

This is not very good because it calls for commitment and the feedback that a 
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Susan's memories are recorded on the copy of the questions. "J-




